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WOO-HOO 
Da dada dadada da da 


Paper Boats, or Some Poems I Wrote 


by: Daniel Jason Campbell 


Paper Boats (Or An Introduction to Some 
Poems I Wrote) 

My life stopped lending itself to poetry a few years 
ago and so I’ve since manufactured my sadness in 
these factories that rose up all over my skin and 
had little neighborhoods form around them only to 
watch the industry fail and the buildings collapse 
and the neighborhood give way to violence and 
drug addicts. Alleyways you don’t walk down even 
in the broadest light of day. Yes, it must have been 
this way because I was absolutely sadder this past 
year than I ever have been before and the poetry 
never came. I saw glimpses of it when I had 
dreams of daughters we never had crying for their 
mother to name them after a sad song they heard 
on the radio once or of times you muttered to me 
when I was half awake about how you saw these 
massive portraits painted of us. I thought I saw 
poetry hiding in the corner of a restaurant. A girl 
told me stories of building paper boats and sailing 
them in the puddles from monsoon season in her 
back yard and once I found a poem inside me the 
night of April’s funeral, but I’d give it back if 
somehow she was still here with us. So, if you 
know who’s running heaven these days, tell them 
that I’m ready and willing to negotiate. And fuck, I 
was pretty sure there was some sort of metaphoric 
sentiment built into the night I had a pistol 
pointed at my chest, but in retrospect, I’d rather 


you just go find the boys with the gun so that I 
could have my faith in humanity back. 


If I could go back in time to when I wrote sad little 
poems, I’d punch myself right in the fucking face 
because it gets worse man. It gets much, much 
worse and the sooner we realize that, the sooner 
we can just start dying, and I know. I know— 
blahblahblah, nobody gives a fuck about your 
broken heart, but you know something? Most 
days, I’m not even sure what I’m upset about. 


Raining in Liverpool 

In the vestibule of 

a hallowed cathedral, 

I found a photograph of 

a tired pair of hands 
placing a small stone heart 
into the new-born cement 
of a city sidewalk. 


I have never felt so 
alone. 


Sad Sack of Shit 

We are the blues: faces painted 

in low light on a canvas of shitty 
apartment floors and foreign bedrooms 
where I've been up all night trying to 
decide whether or not I'm still alive, 

or if that sound upstairs is someone 
making love or someone getting raped, 
or if Van Gogh's Starry Night is sad 
because he meant it to be sad 

or because I want it to be sad. Please, 
tell me it's his fault and not mine. 


No Rest 

You know, 

I can't take naps. 

I just can't. I wake up 

sweating in a panic. 

Angry and confused. 

Never anything that resembles rested. 
I told my friend once that 

I heard President Taft used 

to take fifteen minute 

naps everyday. I said that 

If I were him I-- 

I would wake up and press 

the little red button under my desk 
that blows up the world. He 

said, "Man, you've gotta pull yourself the fuck 
together. 

You're starting to scare us." 


Erosion 

I've started to notice the groove 

my fingers wear in the things I 
touch most; like the grip of my 
favorite pen or the handle bars on my 
bicycle. It strikes me now that there 
must be a similar recession on the 
spot above your right hip bone 
where my left hand fit so well. I 
wonder if sometimes you run your 
fingers across it and miss me. 


Wire Hearts 

Wire my heart to yours. 

It's 3 am back home and 

you're sleeping in a new bed, 
but the sun's coming up on this 
side of the Atlantic and in 

this light, at this altitude, 

the ocean looks just like an 
Impressionist painting of the 
Ocean. 


April in Philadelphia Two 

The sun disappears from my bedroom 

all at once as I typetypetype away about 

a massacre in South America that happened 
sixty years before I was born and how it 

relates to this hot air balloon destroyed 

river. At 7:30 I could still read and at 7:34 

the houses across the street took that away 
from me. The music in the room is about girls 
on ecstasy and the spell check tells me there is no 
"x" in the word at all. (I'm such a fuck up with 
these things.) I discovered today that 7‘) Street 
is much nicer than I had always thought it to be 
and maybe it's the white flowers on the trees 

by the hospital or maybe it's the fact 

that I wasn't soaked for the first time in 

almost a week. 


Philippe Petit 

My entire life has become 

one long tightrope walk, 

and every time I close my eyes, 
I see a French man on a wire 
between two buildings that 
would later collapse under the 
weight of the world. 


My entire life has become 

one long tightrope walk, 

and I've become increasingly 
terrified at the possibility of an 
inner ear infection. 


Sitting here, reading a letter my 
grandmother wrote me about a 
fight I overheard and outgrew 
years ago, 


the weight of the world 
wouldn't be all that bad 
if it would just pick a 
shoulder to cry on. 


Henna Tattoos and Jesus Christ 

One time, 

on the boardwalk 

a man came out of a church, (and 

don't ask me who thought it would be a good 
idea to put a church on the boardwalk.) 


He said to me 

that I could feed the poor and 

care for the sick but 

without faith in god, I was doomed to an 
eternity in a lake of fire. 


He said to me 

that trying to reach heaven without 
god is like trying too 

jump across the grand canyon, 

and it just couldn't be done. 


I told him that 
Robby Knievel jumped across the Grand Canyon. 


He said to me 
that he would pray for my soul. 
The poor man. 


Dear Mr. Bukowski, Thank You for the Advice 
I think I'm going to kill myself today. I know that 
sounds rash, but I've been turning it over in my 
head all morning and now it just seems like I'd be 
foolish to not stick my head in an oven (I haven't 
yet decided on the method of how I'l go. The oven 
is just a place holder for now.). Since I woke up 
today, I've been compiling a list of all the sound 
and logical reasons to not wake up tomorrow, and 
I must say, the evidence against my case for 
continuing to breathe is rather convincing. 


First of all, it is a Tuesday. This realization came 
upon me immediately this morning because (a) it 
is in fact Terrible Twosday on the morning show I 
watch (This is when families come on and talk 
about all the crazy shit their toddlers have done. It 
isn't as funny as you might think.), and (b) 
yesterday was Monday. I've always felt that 
Tuesday was the saddest day of the week, which is 
why I've always thought it was odd that the 
depressed little girl on The Addam's Family was 
named Wednesday. See, everyone hates Mondays 
and everyone loves Fridays. Some people claim to 
not follow this blueprint. Those people are liars. 
They just want to feel like they're separating 
themselves from the pack with their differing 
opinions. Face it; Mondays are awful and Fridays 
are not so-awful. Most people are somewhat fond 


of Thursdays as they are almost Fridays, and 
Wednesday always seems to play host to the best 
primetime Tv, but Tuesday has nothing. It is a 
forgotten day, and I feel like if I were Tuesday, I'd 
rather be hated like Monday than entirely 
forgotten. We all want to be remembered for 
something, even if that something isn't all that 
great, like primetime TV on Wednesdays or church 
on Sundays. 


This isn't just any Tuesday either. Today is 
Tuesday the 12th, which means that my bills are 
due at the end of this week, and, although I have 
never actually tried this before, I feel like being 
dead is an acceptable excuse for not paying them. 
Only a heartless bastard would charge rent to a 
corpse and my landlady has always been rather 
nice, which is why I have decided against shooting 
myself. She would have to repaint all of the walls 
before a new tenant could move in and I don't 
want to cost her the expense of all that interior 
paint. 


I have not been looking forward to paying my cell 
phone bill this month. I've gone way over my 
allotted minutes as was recommended to me ina 
self-help article I found called "Eat Better. Sleep 
More. Beat Depression." Although it didn't 
specifically state that I should use up all of my 
airtime, I feel like it was implied, which is why I'm 


also starting to suspect that the cell phone industry 
secretly sponsored the article. See, it said I should 
be getting more sleep and so I have been going to 
bed at exactly nine o'clock, and admittedly, falling 
asleep this early was, at first, a daunting task, but I 
recently discovered my love-affair with Nyquil and 
this problem has since dissipated. Now, this is 
where the issue with my phone begins. Being in 
bed at nine means I lose the opportunity to take 
advantage of my free nights, which in turns means 
that instead of spending all night on the phone 
calling all of the lonely people I know will talk to 
me for as long as I so desire, I have to spend the 
daytime calling all of the lonely people I know will 
talk to me for as long as I so desire, which is, in 
fact, murder on my anytime minutes. 


The same article from the subway also 
recommended that I start eating better which is 
why I'm sure that if the paper wasn't sponsored by 
cell phone corporations, then it must be sponsored 
by the food industry, because, as it turns out, 
eating healthy is decidedly more expensive than 
eating shit. I discovered this by wandering into an 
organic grocery and doing my weekly shopping 
there. I usually go shopping every week, but this 
food has lasted an extra few days because most of 
it tastes strikingly similar to chalk and has curbed 
my desire to ingest it. Maybe this is why it costs 
more. This is all important to note because today, 


after preparing myself a somewhat chalky 
breakfast, I am officially out of organic food, 
meaning I would need to go purchase more. This is 
a dilemma because, as I mentioned earlier, this 
food is both very expensive and very disgusting, 
and I would prefer to not have to purchase more 
of it. However, the article from the subway 
insisted that if I don't eat well, I will be depressed 
and I don't want to be depressed. Caught between 
a rock and a hard place, I've come to realize that 
dead people don't need to eat so I would escape 
another awful week and two days of health food. 
This is also very convenient because with an 
empty fridge, my family won't have to clean up 
any spoiled food products while sorting my affairs. 
That is, unless condiments spoil, in which case 
there would be bad mustard, jelly and lemon juice. 
Mental note: throw out condiments. 


As I got out of bed today, I came to discover a tear 
in the crotch of my favorite (and only) pair of 
sweatpants. I have since been having a series of 
paranoid episodes in which I envision all of the 
embarrassing things that this tear could lead to 
because I'm sure that, if looked at from the correct 
angle, the tear would aptly display my penis to the 
world. The worst of these nightmare scenarios 
came when I realized that there are often small 
children that ride the bus into town with me. 
These children pose a series of threats. As I have 


learned from watching Terrible Twosday, toddlers 
have very little, if any, tact. If one were to catch 
my sweatpants from the right trajectory, a debacle 
would ensue. They would loudly announce to the 
public that they had seen my private business. 
This would cause an immediate uproar on the bus. 
I would be severely embarrassed, but that would 
soon be the very least of my problems. Eventually, 
a member of the disgusted crowd would yell out 
that I was purposefully exposing myself to 
children, which is just not true. However, the mob 
mentality would take over and by the time the bus 
stopped, the police would be waiting to take me to 
prison where I would sit in despair and await my 
sentencing, which will most likely be death by 
lethal injection because I don't think they still do 
the electric chair in this state. While I don't 
necessarily want to live, I'd prefer to die with 
some dignity, which brings up the point that I 
should probably change into jeans or slacks before 
offing myself. Being found dead in sweatpants is 
one thing, but being found dead in sweatpants 
with a hole in the crotch? 


I'd also like to note that even my favorite forms of 
media have cast their votes against my continuing 
existence. I've spent the last few weeks listening to 
almost nothing but this punk rock band that shall 
remain nameless. Their songs are upbeat and 
hopeful and lyrics give me a small sense of 


perseverance. This morning, I awoke to the 
announcement that the band broke up. The issued 
statement from the singer read something to the 
effect of (and I'm paraphrasing this so don't quote 
me here), "It's hard to keep singing songs about 
being positive when you don't believe the words 
that are coming out of your mouth anymore." If 
that isn't a sign I don't know what is. 


I've been reading excerpts from Charles Bukowski's 
appropriately titled collection of poetry "You Get 
so Alone Sometimes it just makes Sense," in which 
he writes about the hopelessness of the human 
condition. There's a poem that I find particularly 
interesting called "Beasts Bounding through Time." 
In said poem, he lists a series of great writers and 
poets and authors and humans and discusses all of 
their lowest moments ("Van Gogh writing his 
brother for paints/ Hemingway testing his 
shotgun"). He keeps repeating the phrase "the 
impossibility of being human." I read his 
biography once, and his grave stone includes his 
name, dates of birth and death and the simple and 
direct quote "Don't Try." Mental note: Write 
Bukowski's descendents a thank you letter for the 
advice. 


You see, all of this, coupled with the all- 
encompassing and violent feeling of despair that 
leaves me waking up every morning saying "Really 


life? Again?" has me out of options and I know, I 
know, "there's always light at the end of the 
tunnel," but I don't have the patience to wait for 
someone to turn it on. So, Universe, unless you've 
got a match that I can borrow, you'll have to 
excuse me, because Tuesday is winding down, and 
if I don't find the most efficient way to kill myself 
by 9 o'clock, then I'll have to go to bed, and if I 
have to go to bed, then, I'll have to wake up 
tomorrow, and I can't kill myself on a Wednesday 
because I have to see what happens on Prime Time 
TV. Then, it'll be Thursday and they aren't all that 
bad, and I can't kill myself on the weekend 
because it'll ruin everyone's fun and they work 
hard all week and deserve a break. By this time, 
it'll be Monday and I have to be around Monday to 
hate the day with every other rational member of 
society. At this juncture, I will have had to have 
purchased more over-priced and under-flavored 
groceries and I won't be able to choke them all 
down by Tuesday, so the whole cycle will start 
over again. Nope, it has to be today. It could be 
months before an opportunity like this presents 
itself again. 


The Only Death Worth Dying 

When I was in elementary school, 

my art teacher said that we should draw 

portraits with smiles because people's lips 
naturally curve into a smile when resting. 

I found a Snapple cap once that backs her up. 

It said something like, "It takes 200 muscles to 
frown 

but only 12 to smile," but I've been studying 
people 

on the subway and my own face in the mirror and 
I'm on the verge of calling them liars. I guess it all 
comes down to what you believe in. I mean, 

I found a Snapple cap once that fucked up my 
world. 

It said something like, "10% of all Snapple facts 
aren't true," and so I'm left wondering why in the 
hell 

they would call them "facts" and staggering a bit 
because 

I found a Snapple cap once that I refuse to not 
believe in. 

It said something like, "Every year, three people 
die by being 

pushed off of cliffs by bears," and I can't imagine a 
world 

in which that isn't true. I guess it all comes down 
to what 

you believe in. I mean, maybe things are changing. 


Maybe 

my art teacher was correct back in 1993. Maybe 
we've adapted. 

Maybe we've evolved. Maybe Darwin has always 
been right 

I guess it all comes down to what you believe in 
because I saw a man on the subway last week 
crack a smile, and this kid, the kid across from 
him looks him dead in the eyes and he says 
"What's so fucking funny?" 

So, you tell me, man. 

What's so fucking funny? 

What is so fucking funny? 


April in Philadelphia One 

They turned on the fountain today 

at Logan Circle (or is it Logan 

Square?), but only for a minute. 

You know that song by Devo? 

Not Video Killed the Radio Star. 

The other one. Oh shit. 

Someone just told me that Devo 

didn't write Video Killed the Radio 

Star, but I was talking about Whip It, 
anyway. Some guy was listening to 

Whip It today while I rode my bike 

from a largely under-privileged school 

that I sometimes help to teach 

to a largely over-privileged school 

that I always help to teach and as I was 
riding around Logan Square, listening 

to this guy listen to Whip It, I thought 
about an hour ago when I was 

accosted by a very angry female janitor 
who told me that I shouldn't have let the 
students into the auditorium. I told her that 
they said it was okay to do and she said, 
"And you believed them," and I said, "yes," 
and I laughed and laughed and laughed because 
today 

is a good day, even if the fountain was only on 
for a minute. 


A Poem for Stan 

The canary's dead but don't worry. 

It wasn't gas, just some disease. 

(The mine collapsed anyway.) 

Isn't it odd the way that most 
bartenders are drug addicts? 

Irony would prefer them be drunks. 
Isn't it odd the way that most 

chefs are alcoholics? 

Irony would prefer them be gluttonous. 
Isn't it odd the way that most 
waitresses are the girls from high school 
that thought irony was just a pop song? 
I think I'm done with this. 

Stan's poem was about honesty— 
mostly, honesty in poetry. 

Or, at least I think. Maybe 

I'm just bad at listening, 

but it made me see things clearly. 
Metaphors are such fucking liars. 

I'm stripping them from my poetry. 

I'm stripping them from my memory. 
My parents used to make me go to CCD. 
We would read all of these stories, 

but most of them weren't about Jesus. 

I remember, one was about this tree 
that ended up becoming the cross 

he was hung from. 

It was proud of what it became and 


I think there's some sort of irony 
but I realize now that it was useless. 
That it was lying to me. 

These metaphors are deceptive. 
Even trees can die of disease. 

Did you know that? 

The Dutch Elm Disease 

was spread by beetles. 

It wiped out 25 million trees. 

I'm sure there's metaphor there, 
but I won't let there be. 

The tree's dead but don't worry. 

It wasn't an axe, just some disease. 
(it crucified your savior anyway.) 


April Ann 
Part One: Monday 


I feel like I've been through a war. It's not quite 8 
in the morning and I've slept close to a collective 
45 minutes in the past 30 or so hours. I'm finding 
aches in muscles I didn't know I had, random cuts 
and scrapes all over my upper body and bits of 
dried blood on pieces skin that haven't been 
bleeding. I'm finding the remains of thick black X's 
on the back of each of my hands. I'm finding tears 
in my shirt and stains on my pants and I feel like I 
should be able to sum up this train wreck of a 
morning with some brilliantly metaphoric 
statement. I feel like I should be taking some 
poetic discourse to describe all of the ways I'm 
crumbling. I feel like there should be words for 
this, but all I really feel is defeated. 

It's bitter cold, especially for how close to spring 
it's getting to be. My house keys are lost 
somewhere in Northeastern New York or 
Southwestern Massachusetts and I'm hiding from 
March in the library amidst bearded old men and 
over-caffeinated students. Less than twelve hours 
ago, we were playing a basement show in 
Springfield. I can only remember it as a series of 
still life portraits: water color and small canvases, 
far from precise. My mind's taken out of all the 


sound and movement and detail and I'm hoping 
that with a few hours of sleep it might give these 
things back to me, but I'm not expecting much. My 
memories are just scenes in a gallery: 

1.) I'm splashed with cheap light from the 
southeast end of the room. 

2.) I'm punching a cement wall. 

3.) ’m being crawled on by kids with fingers 
pointed and mouths gaping open. 

4.) I'm breathing in dust and dirt and probably 
asbestoses. 

5.) I'm hating myself in a public forum that I've 
tricked into thinking I'm happy with who I am. 

All these are hanging in a display in the back of 
my head with white walls and white floors and 
white lights. They're displayed for no one to see. 
What the library sees is a dirty kid under over- 
exposing fluorescents that hasn't showered in days. 
They see me nursing a broken finger. They see me 
with a stretched out shirt and a scratched up neck. 
They see me coughing debris out of my lungs. 
They see me somber, with my hood up and head 
against a pillar. They see me collapsing inward. 
When they were all sleeping, I was navigating 
through Connecticut and New York and New 
Jersey in a van that's begging to be cleaned out 
and that sometimes has trouble shifting gears up 
hills and that I'm sure at this point has seen more 
of this world than any of the people looking 
empathetically at me right now. They think to 


themselves, “We all have our low points." They 
think to themselves, “I hope that kid is okay." 
They think to themselves, but they don't know 
what it's like to watch a new city emerge on the 
horizon of the highway at night or sleep in 5 
minute intervals between bumps in the road. They 
think to themselves, but I think to myself too, and 
the pity is mutual. 

I parked the van around sunrise today after 
dropping everyone at their respective houses, slept 
on the couch for fifteen minutes and got a ride to 
the train to go back to the city. I boarded in a sea 
of men in suits and ladies in dresses. I am out of 
place everywhere I go. They all seem so animated 
and real and I feel so removed. Almost every time 
I ride the train, I fall asleep, but this morning, 
sleep would not come and so I put in my 
headphones and listened to a girl from Georgia 
sing a Bob Dylan song that I almost knew the 
words to. I've always hated Bob Dylan, but I've 
always loved the way people loved him. His words 
came out of her mouth as we passed the 
heartbroken remains of industry that wall in these 
train tracks. I believe in you, even though we'll all be 
a number. The melancholy of these long 
abandoned factories always seems to be reflected 
over everything in its wake. They sit in stoic 
silence. Unaffected by their ruined walls and 
windows, their utter loneliness. They await their 
inevitable fate, dressed in funeral suits of new 


graffiti and old rust. If I could, I'd tell them I'm 
sorry, and that we never end up the way we 
planned to. That we all crumble a little more every 
day. That it isn't just them. That we're all in this 
shitstorm together. Please. We can't go back. I 
believe in you. 

I've been looking for a quieter place to sit, but at 
this time of day, everyone is either asleep or 
awake with purpose. No one is waiting to console 
me. A girl I spent years in love with is sleeping 
through my frantic phones calls. A friend I haven't 
seen in months is on his way to class. No one is 
directionless but me. Everyone is somewhere. No 
one is pointless but me. Everyone is someone. I've 
never been angrier at myself for losing something. 
All I've wanted to do all morning was go home and 
let my bones collapse or sit in the shower until the 
water runs cold and then shake in the shower until 
someone finds me. All I want to do for the rest of 
today is black out until next week or so, but I 
know I'll spend the afternoon writing apology 
letters to old friends. 

You know the way something you say stops 
sounding like itself or like words at all when you 
say it enough times in succession? It just becomes 
a sound that becomes a noise that becomes 
increasingly awkward to make your mouth form. 
Like your lips and cheeks forget how to stretch the 
vowels and your tongue forgets how to snap the 
consonants. I'd bet money that after the series of 


phone calls I'm about to make, the word "sorry" 
turns into a mess that way. How do you break 
news to someone you haven't seen in months? 
How do you know who knows already? How do I 
know this is still Mel's phone number? How do I 
know I didn't just leave that broken, pathetic 
sounding message on a stranger's voicemail? Why 
can't people just record a greeting for that? Why 
would someone just leave the default message? 
What good does it do me to know that I've 
"reached the voice mail box of 267-XXX-XXXX?" 
Why don't we think of days like today when we 
live every other day? Why aren't we always 
prepared for things like this and why the fuck isn't 
anyone up at 8 in the morning waiting for this 
phone call? 

I've found myself huddled in the corner between a 
staircase and the side of a building, hiding from 
the wind. I didn't want to disturb anyone studying 
in the library with my sadness. They've got lives to 
lead, even though I feel like they should stop what 
they're doing for this. Isn't it strange how the 
world keeps going, even when we feel like we've 
stopped? Isn't it strange how the world can keep 
going without her? Isn't it strange that I'll wake up 
again tomorrow morning? 


A girl walking by spotted me in my cement hiding 
place and asked if I was okay, and I wanted to 
scream "Fuck! No, I'm not okay. My friend just 


called from another country to say that we lost 
April Ann; just asked me if I could spread the word 
because he's stuck down in Mexico. No, nothing is 
fucking okay. Nothing is okay because she's dead 
and I'm alive and because no one is answering 
their phones and because someone in New 
England has my keys and because buildings are 
dying and because no one but you stopped to see 
if I was alright," but all I could manage was, "I'll be 
fine, thanks." I fucking hate crying in public. 


Please. We can't go back. I believe in you." 


April Ann 
Part Two: Tuesday 
I had nightmares about 


the funerals the world 
holds for dead buildings. 


